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| fucking *love* summertime. 


Summertime means stadium gigs. Mountain biking. Fishing on the lake. Drinking beer and catching rays. Grilling 
steaks. 


Watching Lars swim. 
That's what | happen to be doing right at the moment. And, let me just say, I'm enjoying the fuck out of it. 


Lars is a water baby, no question about it. He's as at home in the water as he is behind his kit, whether it's 
scuba diving in the Carribean, or, like now, doing lazy-assed laps in my pool. H's one of his favorite things. 


| happen to be one of his #other* favorite things, and that definitely does *not* suck. Cause it means | get a 


reserved, poolside seat where | can lay in the sun, toss back a brew or twelve, and watch him play. 


| think they call this Indian summer,or some shit like that. Anyway, the sun's really bright and the sky's all 


clear and blue, no clouds at all, man, not even our usual fucking smog and shit. 


I'd been in the garage,messing around with the clutch on one of the bikes, when | realized it was quiet. See, | 
live with Lars,remember,so l'm not fucking used to quiet. Ever. So, I'd come out to investigate, found him doing 
laps in the pool, naked as the fucking day he was born, and, well, | figured to hell with the bike and the clutch 
and the fucking garage and everything else. Took my shirt off, put on my Ray-bans, grabbed a beer and a 
lounge chair, and here | plan to stay till dark. 


He's lost weight over the summer. He always does when we tourHis hair's lighter, too, from being out in the 
sun so much. He's one of our merry little band who actually looks good with shorter hair,without even trying! 
think it's cause you can see his eyes better. 

He's got these fucking unbelievable eyes. 


He cuts through the water so smooth and easy, not fucking kicking around like most people, just kind of gliding 
along. Smooth, strong strokes, every once in a while turning over to float on his back, his skin all gold next to 


the blue of the water, then breaking out in some fancy-assed backwards breast stroke or whatever the fuck. 
Show-off. Fucker knows l'm watching and knows what it's doing to me. 


| don't guess | could ever get enough of him. What is it, now, seventeen years and counting, and | can't even sit 


here and watch him fucking swim without getting hard as hell. 


| remember the first time we ever fucked. It's still there, in the back of my mind, where | can bring it out 
whenever | want. God,we were just kids, without a fucking clue. | think Lars had more clues than me, he's 
always been about a half step ahead of everybody around him. He was going to be a fucking rock star, and 
he'd tell anybody who wanted to know that he was gonna be famous as hell. Me, | just wanted the hell out. Out 
of the house. Out of town. Out of my pitiful, empty fucking life. I'd lost the only person who'd ever even half 


understood me when my Mom died, and | was ready to move the fuck *on*. 


| was looking for something, | just didn't know what it was. And,then, | found Lars, or he found me, l'm not sure 


which. And, we found the music, or it found us, l'm not sure which on that one either. 


But,man, it filled the empty place,in a huge fucking way. We lived,ate, and slept the music. Playing on makeshift 
amps, in dark, damp basements or garages, for hour after endless hour. Just me and Lars. Writing songs fast 
and furious, because we seemed to be able to 

read each others’ minds so good that the words and notes just flew the fuck out of nowhere. Blasting away 
until the neighbors called the cops and we had to quit for the night. Then, laying around,drinking his dad's liquor 
and telling each other things that we'd never 

let on to anybody else. 


It was on one of those nights that it happened, as | guess it was bound to sooner or later. We were in Lars’ 
bedroom, it was reallate, and we were making lists of all the things we'd buy when we got to be rich and 
famous rock starsMy list tended towards classic trucks and custom made guitars and bad ass Harleys. Lars 


craved villas in Mexico and luxury yachts. Fucker always had champagne taste,even back then 


Anyway. It was a summer night, | remember. Lars had the bedroom window open and you could hear the usual 
night sounds. Dogs barking. Frogs doing whatever the fuck they do at night that's so frigging loud. The only 
light in the room came from the moon shining in through the window, throwing shadows on the wall, and heat 


hung heavy and thick around us, like maybe a storm was coming. 


| was sitting on the wood floor, in shorts and a T-shirt, my legs stretched out in front of me, nursing my 
fourth beer. Lars lay on the bed behind me and | remember how he sounded in the half-dark, low and 
rumbling the way it is when young boys are finding their man voice. He was going on and on, the way he 
always did and still does, about some fucking thing or other. | remember | didn't much care *what* he was 


saying, as much as | just wanted him to keep talking. 


So, there | was, beer-hazy and too warm and lulled half asleep by the sound of him when | felt his hands on 
my shoulders. And, right off, | knew this was different. | mean, Lars had touched me before, millions of times, 
we practically lived in each others’ back pockets. But, this time, he *touched* me. And, swear to God, | think | 
stopped breathing. 


| felt the heat from his hand, even through my tee shirt, it made me shiver. He'd stopped talking now, and | 
remember hearing thunder rumble, low and far awayHis hands still lay on my shoulders and | knew that the 
ball was in my court! knew, as good as | knew my own name, what he wanted and | knew, too, that | had the 


option of moving away, breaking the spell, and it would never be mentioned again. 
| knew this. 


Real slow and careful-like, | put my beer down on the floor, out of reach. | think | heard him swallow, and | felt 
his fingers trembling, and | was really, really fucking glad that | wasn't the only one in the room scared as shit. 
Without turning around, | reached up and took hold of his hands, and, | remember, he squeezed my fingers so 
fucking hard, | was sure they'd break, and | heard him take a quick, shaky sounding breath. 


That's all he was waiting for, | guess, was to see what | thought about going down this particular road with 
him, because, after that, he seemed to kind of take the reins. Pushy little fucker that he is, | should have 
expected that. 


And, looking back, it's a damn good thing that he *did* take the lead because | was still, like, fucking 
*paralyzed*. | mean, I'd heard the song,but | didn't exactly know the dance moves, you know? 


But, it didn't matter in the end, because we made up our own moves, Lars and me. There in his bed, in the 
shadows, we fumbled each others’ clothes off till we were skin to skin, hands on each other, clumsy and shaky 


and so fucking desperate that it was over almost before it started, and we lay breathing hard and sweating 


like demons, knowing that things would never be the same again, and, not giving a fuck. 


Then, as the storm got closer, and summer lightning lit up the room in bright flashes, we did it again, and did 
it right. Slow and lazy and deep, for fucking *hours*, till | think we pretty damn well memorized each other's 
bodies, inside and out. | learned that kissing his belly makes him tremble and that there *are* several ways to 
make him stop talking, and how his eyes shine when he's got tears in them, and that he's stronger than you'd 
think, and pretty fucking fearless. He learned that | have a definite weakness for backrubs and hickeys..both 
given and received..and that, for all that I'm quiet in the light of day, | come pretty fucking loud, and that I'm 
maybe not as strong as you'd think and scared of a few things, though Lars may be the only one who does 


know that. 


After that night, there was absolutely no fucking way to stop us. 
IO II 


He's crawled out of the water now, and is making this big fucking show of toweling off in front of me. l'm 


hiding behind my sunglasses, trying to act unmoved, just to piss him off. 


Then, he gets this crafty look on his face, and starts over towards me,and, | know him well enough by now to 


know he's got a plan. Lars *always* has a fucking plan. 

He walks over, real slow, so | have time to watch the muscles move in his thighs..notice what a good tan he's 
A shadow falls over me as his body blocks the sun. He throws one leg over my lounge chair and stands, 
straddling it, his crotch at a level with my face, and makes me an offer | can't refuse. 

He takes off my sunglasses and tosses them aside, and | accept my mission 


| fucking *love* summertime. 
OHO 
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